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MAID FOR THE DOCTOR NEXT DOOR 


Savannah 


Down on my luck. I’m a maid to a mad man, living in a 
broom closet, broke, hungry and alone. Until him. The older 
handsome man across the hall sweeps in and rescues me. 


It does’t seem possible. Why would someone so perfect, so 
sexy, want anything to do with me? I’m sure I’m just some 
chubby damsel to him, but I’d like to be more. I need to be 
more. 


Alexander 


I’m a Doctor. I help people, but somewhere along the line 
the long hours and repetition it must have got lost on me. 
Why was I working all those years? What good is a big bank 
account balance if there’s no one to share it with. Who am 
I? I’m the man that just found what’s his. 


I’m the man who is about to become her whole world, 
because she’s very clearly already mine. And I want her 
forever. 


*Maid For The Doctor Next Door is a SHORT insta- 
everything standalone instalove romance with an HEA, no 
cheating, and no cliffhanger. 
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CHAPTER ONE 


A lexander 


My fingers go bone white as I grip the strap of my 
messenger bag as though trying to choke the life it doesn’t 
possess, from its fibers. 


The moron in the apartment across the hall shouts in anger. 
I can hear my knuckles argue as I slowly unclench my fists, 
wanting his neck to trade places with the strap. 


I’ve only been in this city for three days and in that short 
amount of time two things have become abundantly clear. 


First, the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen seems to live 
inside his apartment. The very first moment I laid eyes on 
her she completely flipped my world upside down. I tell 
myself maybe she doesn’t actually live there, but instead 
comes and goes. And I’m going to make her go already...go 
right outta there and come over to my place, for good. 


Second, if I ever find out that he’s hurt her in any way I’m 
going wind up breaking his jaw sooner rather than later if 
he doesn’t calm the fuck down. 


My teeth grind slowly, painfully into each other, and I can 
feel my every muscle tense at the commotion across the 
hall. The caveman stomping around my head mobilizes me 
instantly the second I hear her scream. 


There is no way this verbally abusive jerk is about to lay a 
hand on my woman, or any woman for that matter. 


Seeing her though the open door of the apartment 
belonging to the pond scum who just raised his voice at her 
has quickly become the highlight of my day, every day, after 
a grueling sixteen plus hours on my feet at my new clinic 
downtown. If I didn’t know any better, I’d say she waits up 
for me to get home. It doesn’t matter how late it is, I always 
catch a glimpse of her before entering my apartment. 


The first night I’d only seen her silhouette but it held no 
secrets as to her beauty. Her curves were soft and feminine 
and accentuated her alluring figure in ways that beckoned 
to the most primal parts of me. When I went to bed that 
night, she invaded my thoughts and when I woke up, I knew 
without the slightest doubt in the world that she’d be mine. 


I couldn’t scrub the sway of her body or the shine of her 
blonde hair out of my mind if I wanted to...and I sure as hell 
don’t want to. 


Now, as I practically race in the direction of her distress 
with my nostrils flaring and the vein throbbing in my head 
about to pop, I can hear that loser raising his voice even 
more at my woman. 


Nobody should treat a woman like that. 
Certainly not one so sweet. So precious. So innocent. 


And most certainly not one that’s mine. 


rll make him cry or I'll leave him bloody but he’ll never lay 
another finger on her as long as I’m alive. 


The door, already slightly ajar, flies wide open with one kick 
of my foot, causing him to spin around to glare at me. 


“Get your fucking hands off her,” I snarl, my teeth bared. 


Savannah 


I can hear the sound of my pounding heart in my ears as I 
fall to the ground for the second time tonight with Gregory 
glowering ominously over me. 


A speck of dust. That was my crime. 


His eyes grow larger by the second and there’s actual spit 
flying from his angry mouth as his rage intensifies. My back 
stiffens every time he moves and I can feel a steady tremor 
running up and down my body, involuntarily rocking me as I 
brace for his unwarranted assault. 


It’s been like this since the first week I started working 
here as his maid. I’ve never hated anything the way I loathe 
the air that gives him life. 


I should’ve left a long time ago. 
I should’ve probably run away. 

But how could I? 

What options do I really have? 


Both my parents are dead. I’m completely broke. And I 
can’t even sell my folks’ place. With the only roof I’ve ever 
had over my head for nineteen years now foreclosed, 
Gregory seemed like my only hope. 


I was wrong. 


I live like a peasant in a broom closet of a room towards the 
back of this enormous apartment of his. I’ve been forced to 
eat from cracked plates and bathe in basins. 


“You’re a useless piece of shit!” he bellows and the sharp 
stale sting of bourbon invades my nose even from my lowly 
position on the floor, as I raise my forearm up in front of my 
face, trying to put up some kind of defense knowing he’s 
about to lash out yet again. “I should smash you over the 
head and be done with you for good,” he growls. I can feel 
my knees shaking as I squeeze my eyes shut and wait for 
the full impact of the blow. 


Suddenly a loud bang startles me and I duck my head 
behind my hands, certain that it’s meant for me. 


It isn’t, but I pray that he is. 
He’s here. 


I don’t know his name but I’ve been watching him for the 
last three days. Something about the way his legs ripple 
beneath his slacks screams power of a primal kind. His 
crisp shirts and well-groomed hair screams money, and that 
light dusting of a five o’clock shadow screams bad boy. His 
tight, muscular chest screams dominance and I’ve already 
heard myself scream for him in the middle of the night. 


I watch, completely transfixed by his purposeful stride as he 
crosses the room and grabs Gregory by the collar, picking 
him up off the floor and slamming him into the drywall, 
denting it on impact. 


I can feel my heart rushing blood throughout my body... 
including there...as I watch him defend me. 


“How does it feel, uh?” I hear him growl as his voice 
massages my core, leaving me wet and my starving hole 
hungry, despite being entirely terrified only a moment ago. 
All my fears flew out the room the second he burst through 
that door. 


“Apologize,” he growls. 
“I'm sorry,” I hear Gregory bleat out and I stifle a giggle. 


“Not to me,” my tall handsome savior scowls. “Apologize to 
her.” 


My mouth falls open as I slowly raise my head to look up at 
him. Gregory hesitates and I can see the fingers around his 
neck tighten and his face go red before he turns his eyes 
towards me, and apologizes. 


I’m wet, breathless and shocked as my savior releases him, 
Gregory’s body falling to the ground in a heap as he 
reaches for his neck, trying to massage away the pain as he 
coughs violently. 


My neighbor, at least I think that’s what he is, stretches a 
hand out to me, and only then do I realize just how 
enormous his mitts are. I nervously reach up to slide my 
small hand into his and it swallows mine easily, electricity 
shooting through me from his touch. 


“You’re coming with me,” he says. It’s a firm statement but I 
see the complete lack of wiggle room staring back at me 
from behind those smoky eyes of his when it comes to my 
reply. He’s not taking no for an answer, but then again it 
was never a question...never up for debate in the first 
place. Not in the slightest. 


Convinced I’m not about to put up any kind of resistance to 
his demands, he turns and uses that intense look of his to 


bore holes into Gregory. “I don’t give a fuck what kind of 
contract you had with her, it’s done. Are we clear?” 


I glance back to see the scumbag nod and I feel my wings 
break free as my hero squeezes my fingers and leads me 
away from this nightmare. 


But to where, exactly, is anybody’s guess. 


CHAPTER TWO 


A lexander 


“Are you hurt?” My voice sounds coarse to my own ears as 
my hand brushes her cascading blonde hair from her 
shoulders, exposing her soft, smooth neck. 


My mind is a jumble of medical concerns and a burning 
desire to expose more than just her neck. My eyes wander 
over her, searching for a reason to grab my baseball bat 
and finish what I started across the hallway, but even in the 
flames of my rage, the reach of my craving for her is 
unquestionable. 


She. Is. Perfect. 


Her long graceful neck gives way to athletic shoulders, and 
breasts that sit high on her chest, though the dreadful 
uniform that she’s currently wearing covers most of her. I 
can’t wait to get her out of it and into something that suits 
the princess that she is. 


Her waistline tapers off before reaching down to greet her 
full hips that I want to grab a hold of hard, knowing that 


even fully clothed underneath her skin will be beyond 
temptingly soft. 


Her faint and delicate scent fills my nostrils and I have to 
clench my jaw to stop myself from lifting her off the ground, 
propping her up on the dining room table and sliding into 
her. 


My examination of her should be medical. I should be a 
professional. But she isn’t a patient. Certainly not an 
ordinary patient. No... she’s mine and she’s here. 


“Tm fine,” she says. Her voice barely a whisper, but I ignore 
her summation, needing to make that determination for 
myself. If there’s so much as a scratch on her perfect skin, 
I’m going back into that shitty apartment and beating the 
crap out of that prick. 


A few moments later, my preliminary inspection is complete 
and my eyes are satisfied that there are no bruises. 


I feel my body come alive with an overwhelming awareness 
of her presence. I can feel her pulse racing beneath my 
fingertips and hear her ragged breath coming out in light 
puffs from her slightly parted, moist pink lips. Her eyes are 
a soft powder blue and I find myself smirking as she licks 
her lips and stares up at me...completely transfixed. 


Good. Very good. 


The heat radiating from her seeps into my skin and I want 
to throw her over my shoulder and take her upstairs for a 
proper introduction. 


“Who are you?” she asks, her eyes not leaving mine, her 
voice laced with obvious desire. 


“Hmn,” I smirk tracing my thumb across the moist trail left 
by her tongue as she licks her lips again. 


Who am I? I’m the man that just found what’s his. I’m the 
man who protects what’s his. I’m the man who is about to 
become her whole world, because she’s very clearly already 
mine. That’s who the fuck I am. 


“Alexander Pompeo,” I inform her, watching her study my 
face, my red-hot desire for her mirrored in her eyes. 


“Savannah Knightly,” she nods, before biting on her bottom 
lip...and I can feel my cock swelling impatiently in my 
Slacks. 


Savannah 


Why am I not afraid of this man? I just met him yet 
everything inside me desperately desires to be his. My 
heart thumps madly inside my chest as I stare up at him, his 
strength and dominance unmistakable yet I’ve never felt 
safer in my entire life than I do in this moment. I want him. 
All of him. 


I’m so desperate and hot just from having his muscular 
hands wander over me as he checks to see if Gregory has 
done any damage. If he leaned in to kiss me now he would 
meet no resistance, despite my sheltered upbringing. 


I’ve never been kissed by a boy before, but he is anything 
but a boy. Alexander is a man...a real man, and something 
tells me that kissing him would be unlike anything I’ve ever 
imagined. Suddenly I can’t seem to get the image of him 
kissing me out of my mind, passionately and with as much 
intensity as he used to rescue me. God that was so hot. 


“You'll be safe with me Savannah,” he says and I nod 
because I believe him. Something about the way he says my 
name makes me feel like everyone else has been saying it 
wrong my entire life. 


What is he doing to me? I wonder as he holds my gaze and I 
forget how to breathe. 


“T know,” I whisper back and I catch a glimpse of something 
wild in his eyes. I can feel his breath dancing along my skin 
and my eyes flutter closed in expectation of something 
more. 


Something possessive. Something dangerous. 


I can feel my heart pumping in my chest, in my stomach, in 
my panties. 


I moan lightly as his finger lightly brushes against my cheek 
and I instinctively lean into his touch. It’s electric and 
soothing all at the same time. I don’t know what this feeling 
is but I know I don’t want it to end. 


I stand there in aroused expectation but nothing happens. 
It’s as though time has ceased to exist in the room when I 
open my eyes. His face is contorted into something 
beautiful. A silent adoration. For me? 


That doesn’t seem possible. Why would someone so perfect, 
so sexy, want anything to do with me? I’m sure I’m just 
some damsel to him, but I’d like to be more. I need to be 
more. 


“What are you thinking about?” he asks, his voice hoarse as 
he studies me. 


“You.” I manage to croak back and I feel my core jump as 
he smiles at my response. 


“Good.” 


He leans forward and crashes his lips against mine, biting 
on my bottom lip, sending shock waves through my entire 
body. Our lips lock with urgency and my hands find their 
way up to a rock hard chest that is like two tectonic plates. 


His entire body feels amazing, masculine, as he pulls me 
tighter into him. His hand rests firmly at the nape of my 
neck with my hair wrapped around his hand, as he moves 
from my lips, to my cheek, to my neck. 


When he stops, I’m left panting and wanting. His face is all I 
can see as the world falls away around me. 


“You’re mine,” He growls, and I feel something explode in 
my chest as I nod in agreement, because for better or 
worse, I don’t think there’s anyone else out there who can 
kiss me like he just did. 


There’s no one else in the world J would ever want to kiss 
me like that. 


CHAPTER TAREE 


A lexander 


Restraint is not my specialty. I don’t care for it. Sure, my 
professional life is one long reel of red tape thanks to 
governing bodies and the constant threat of malpractice in 
the healthcare industry, but I don’t jump at the idea of 
transferring that level of restriction to my personal life. 
Men like me are go-getters. We make shit happen and 
build, and then pound the drums that make the beats 
everyone else wants to march to. 


That being the case, last night was easily the hardest night 
of my life, yet the best at the same time. 


Savannah is here, in my home...under my roof where she 
belongs. That is the best thing to happen to me in my entire 
existence. The feeling that she gives me makes everything 
finally make sense. Why was I working all those years? 
What good is a big bank account balance if there’s no one 
to share it with...to take that money and build memories 
with it... together. 


But the bad part is that I lay in bed tossing and turning, 
knowing she was so close yet so far away. My body was 
willing me to jump ahead to the part where I fill her with 
my seed, make a baby, and start our family...the family 
that’s going to grow so big we'll be out of this apartment 
because it won’t be able to hold all the laughter and 
children we’re going to put inside it. 


But last night I had to keep my hands to myself, especially 
after whatever trauma that prick next door has been 
putting her through. She needs time to herself, and to 
adapt to her new home...with me. I would never take 
advantage of her. That’s not who I am. 


Knowing that she was sleeping in the other room, made me 
so hard that even after coming twice in the shower before 
falling asleep I still wound up having a wet dream that 
rivaled the grand opening of a water park. I’m not up for 
doing that again. I want her so much my own body hates me 
for trying to show restraint. 


I groan as I drag the sheets off the bed and toss them into 
the hamper. I won’t have time to get that sorted before 
work. I'll just phone the cleaning lady or something. My 
erection swings around stiffly before me, and I roll my eyes 
at the greedy son of a bitch. 


I know I’m going to claim her properly...repeatedly and 
soon, but last night was not the right time. She was far too 
worked up to be rational and I didn’t want her waking up 
with regrets. She doesn’t deserve that. 


And that jerk across the hall got exactly what he deserved... 
hauled off by the police. As much as I wanted to put my fist 
through his face, the better option was to report him. A guy 
like that is probably a repeat offender, probably has a 
history, and this is a chance to build a police file on him, if 
one doesn’t already exist. This is also a chance for other 


women from his past who may have bit their tongue to 
know they’re not alone, and that they can come forward 
against him and stop his terrorizing ways...with the help of 
the law fully supporting them and protecting them from 
that monster. 


After a quick shower I enter the living room and am greeted 
by a sight and smell that makes my heart stop, my hair 
stand straight up, and my mouth water. 


“Oh. Hi,” she blushes, dressed in a sheer robe and my cock 
instantly rises up to greet her in its own way. 


“Good morning.” I pause, my eyes raking over her body 
before skating over the situation she has in front of her. 
“What are you doing?” I ask, watching her as she places a 
frying pan into the kitchen sink and then turns to face me. 


“T...umm...I made you breakfast.” Her cheeks bloom a 
bright beautiful red and I shake my head in disbelief. This 
woman. 


“You made me breakfast?” I ask, still a bit stunned by her 
response and the heavenly aroma circulating in my kitchen. 
She nods. 


I’m running a bit late but I’m sure the nurses can manage 
the first hour before I get there. I’m not about to pass up on 
this home-cooked meal coming from the hands of my 
woman. 


It’s been quite a while since I’ve felt like a king in my own 
home but right now, Alexander the Great’s got nothing on 
me. 


I drop my messenger bag by my chair and take a seat at the 
table. 


A wide grin engulfs her face as she puts together a plate 
and walks over to place it on a mat I didn’t even realize I 
had before me. It looks absolutely delicious. 


“Thank you,” I smile at her, as she swiftly makes herself 
comfortable in the chair across from me, her bottom lip 
disappearing into her mouth as she props her chin up on 
her hands, her elbows up on the table as she watches me. 


The omelet she’s made is beyond what I’d image to be 
1950’s American diner quality and my eyes close as I savor 
the taste. 


“Ts it good?” she asks, anticipation heavy in her voice. When 
I open my eyes to look at her I can see the overwhelming 
need inside her to please me, causing something inside me 
to run to a metaphorical mountain top to beat my chest. 


“Its perfect, like you.” I pause, staring into her eyes, 
watching her nervousness over my response deflate, 
turning into joy. “ You didn’t have to do this.” 


“T wanted to. To thank you for last night.” 


“Then you definitely didn’t have to. What I did last night is 
just the beginning of what I want to do for you. I want to 
protect you not just from that loser across the hall but from 
everyone and anyone who even dares to think of hurting 


n 


you. 


Her breath hitches in her throat and it’s a sound that stirs 
every possessive bone inside me. 


I look down at my plate and cut off a piece of the omelet 
with french toast before leaning over to her. “Eat.” 


She bats her eyelashes and without taking her eyes off 
mine, leans in and takes the fork in her mouth. As I watch 


the stainless steel vanish beneath her plump lips, feeling my 
cock get jealous. 


Savannah 


The electricity crackling between us in the kitchen should 
come with a warning label. The darkening of his eyes as he 
feeds me makes me hungry for something more than just 
food. I could cook for this man everyday for the rest of my 
life if he promised to always look at me like that. I can see 
his gratitude and it warms my heart. 


“I can wrap the rest up so you can take it with you if you’re 
in a rush,” I mumble and regret it immediately. I don’t want 
him to think I’m trying to get rid of him. 


“That’s alright,” he smiles, wiping the side of my mouth with 
his thumb before licking his finger clean. How is he making 
me so wet by doing so little? 


“TIl come get you in the evening,” he says, and I can feel my 
cheeks warming up as I try not to meet his gaze. “What is 
it?” he asks, his brow wrinkled in curiosity. 


“T don’t really have anything to wear,” I remind him, and he 
nods before silently standing to clear his plate. I turn slowly 
in my chair, my eyes trailing his every move as he walks 
over to the sink then back to me. He must know the effect 
he’s having on me. My chest rises and falls beneath the thin 
fabric of the white silk robe I found in the guest room. 


When he stops and stands before me, I stop breathing and 
stare up at him, my lips slightly parted to help me cool off. 
He takes my small hand into his and I can feel the power of 
his bulky frame from his firm grip alone as he pulls me to 
him. My breasts press up against his chest, my pebble-like 
nipples tightening beneath the cool silk. 


“What you’re wearing right now is damn near perfect,” his 
deep, smooth baritone vibrates in my clit and sets my entire 
body on fire. 


“Pm barely wearing anything,” I pant, unable to keep the 
arousal out of my voice as he smirks at me, bringing his 
forehead down to meet mine. His stare lifts me from this 
world and suspends me above the confines of time. 


“That’s why it’s only almost perfect. Nothing, would be even 
better.” 


Oh my. His fingers on my neck trailing down to the neckline 
of the robe feel like static between my legs. I’m dripping 
wet and he hasn’t even kissed me yet. I’m growing 
impatient. I need him to take me fully into his world. To 
ravage me. To make a woman out of me. 


“Please,” I whisper, stealing a glance up at him and I hear a 
slight moan in his throat before he tilts my head back and 
claims my mouth. The floodgates inside me burst wide open 
as his tongue massages mine, and his hand travels down my 
back until reaching my ass. He squeezes my ass firmly 
before smacking it, making me gasp. 


This is it! This is exactly what I want. It’s what I need and as 
he picks me up from the floor and carries me over to the 
counter I know he needs it just as bad... probably more. 


“Alexander,” I moan as he kisses my neck and caresses my 
breast as my robe falls open. I’m on full display before him 
and I have never felt more beautiful in all my life, thanks to 
his primal, honest response to my curvy body. When his lips 
reach my stomach I’m trembling. There are goosebumps 
running up my back and I’m sopping wet. 


CHAPTER FOUR 


A lexander 


Her body is somehow even better than I had imagined, and 
Pd already imagined absolute perfection. A soft moan 
escapes her as my teeth gently graze her belly button and I 
feel my cock both tensing and tenting in my pants, 
miserable and impatient to jump from my briefs into her 
tight wet opening. 


Her body is trembling and it does nothing to ease the 
tension. I just want to lodge myself between her legs and 
fuck her clear into the next decade. The sound of my name 
on her lips is like music to every nerve in my body and when 
the heat from her pussy rises up to meet me I find myself in 
a daze. 


“Tell me how much you want this,” I growl, needing to hear 
her say it. 


“T want you more than anything I’ve ever wanted,” she 
whispers and I can feel beads of precome gather at the 
head of my shaft. Her soft pink lips part as she gasps at the 
feeling of my finger against her glistening folds. 


“You’re so wet for me baby. I fucking love that,” I smirk up 
at her, watching her head fall back and her breasts heave in 
ecstasy as I play with her clit. 


“Oh yeah,” she whimpers. Her hips move to grind against 
my hand as she moans and her legs shake. 


“Oh my God,” she pants. “What are you doing to me?” 


I smirk at her question. She has no idea the things I want to 
do to her. The things I’m going to do to her. How much 
she’ll come to love me doing all those things and so much 
more for the rest of her life. 


I can hear the desperate need for release in her voice and it 
tugs at my balls the same way the sight of her hips slightly 
raised off the counter as she fucks my hand right back, 
does, threatening to drag every ounce of seed out of me. 


“Do you want me to make you find your release like this?” I 
tease and she nods, her blonde hair falling over her 
beautiful face as beads of sweat start to form along her 
brow. 


“Yes! Please, Alexander. Please make me yours in all ways. I 
need you to make me come,” she begs. 


Well fuck me. Her words hold so much power over me. She 
needs me to take her to the next level, together, in the same 
way I need to fill her with my seed. I want to empty the 
entirety of this ball-crushing load I’ve been saving solely to 
make a baby with her, inside her, but only after thrusting 
her into the next dimension to give her a view of the stars in 
a celestial orgasm. 


When I remove my hand she whimpers in frustration but I 
can see her eyes light up as she watches me stick my 
fingers in my mouth and lick her essence off my fingers, 
committing it to eternal memory. 


“You taste so fucking good baby,” I inform her and she bites 
her lip, smiling down at me with a charming innocence that 
I find captivating. “I’m going to get a taste of you first, my 
lips on your pussy, before I let you finish.” 


“Please,” she pants, wanton and in need. 


My tongue glides over her swollen clit, causing her to cry 
out my name with reckless desire, driving me almost to the 
brink of completion. Her warmth feels good against my 
mouth as I lick from the base of her pussy to the very tip of 
her clit. 


I feel her tense as she lays flat on the counter, gripping the 
edge for a false sense of support as she unravels all over my 
face. She tastes delicious as I slide my tongue inside her, 
over and over again, taking her to the precipice of her 
release as she tries to run away from the sweet torture of 
having me feast on her fully. 


Savannah 


As my orgasm rips through me like a torrent I find myself 
silently vowing never to leave his side. I never want to go 
through life not feeling the things I do, not experiencing 
this kind of intense arousal and nerve shattering 
satisfaction. He is so incredibly hot and by some stroke of 
dumb luck he wants me to be his. 


When he looks up from my shaking legs into my eyes I feel 
my breath hitch. I don’t know how or why he makes me feel 
so alive, so desired, so sexy, and I don’t care. I just want to 
please him. I need to please him. 


“You’re so beautiful,” he says and I feel my heart sing 
before he captures a nipple between his teeth and sucks on 
my sensitive flesh. 


“Let me please you,” I beg, my voice breathy and strained 
from lust and he noisily lets my breast go before staring 
down at me with a darkened expression on his face that 
looks beyond primal. 


I gently rest my hands on his chest and slide my body off 
the counter, my naked flesh rubbing against him as I kneel, 
anxious and eager to worship his member. 


“Fuck,” he growls as I unzip his pants and free his 
glistening, throbbing, veiny cock. 


“Oh my,” I whisper, staring at him with a sheepish grin on 
my face. 


Do all men look like this? I highly doubt it. Alexander is just 
so damn perfect and this meaty cock belongs to me and 
only me... forever. 


When I lick the head of his shaft I hear a strangled moan 
escape him before he leans back on the counter and I 
slowly inch him into my mouth. 


“Oh fuck,” he groans and I can feel tremors running up and 
down my body. I was made for this. I was born to please this 
man. 


I close my eyes and go deeper enjoying the sounds of 
pleasure escaping him. Knowing that I’m turning him on 
has my own heart racing. My clit throbs madly as I suck 
harder, greedily milking him, wanting to taste every last 
drop. 


I massage his knob as I swirl my tongue around his pulsing 
shaft and I know he’s close to release so I suck even harder, 
stroking him with my small fingers wrapped tightly around 
his rock hard cock. 


“Right there, beautiful. Just like that.” 


He finishes loudly, my name on his lips, a sound of 
adoration. I’ve never felt prouder of myself than I do now, 
knowing that I’ve pleased the only man in the world who 
means everything to me, now and always... him. 


CHAPTER FIVE 


A lexander 


There was never a second of doubt in my mind that I would 
claim this woman from the moment I laid my eyes on her. 
But now, as my heart stomps around like a parched 
caveman doing a rain dance inside my chest, looking down 
at her on her knees with her eyes staring up at me, I know I 
would move heaven, earth and everything in-between just 
for her. 


I lift her from the ground and wrap her legs around my 
waist before claiming her lips...the taste of both our arousal 
mixing into one heady cocktail of carnal passion. She 
returns my kiss with urgency and I can feel her full-figured 
thighs tightening around me. 


“The things I’m going to do to you woman,” I pant, her lips 
red and slightly swollen, telling the world where I’ve been. 


“Do them,” she whimper, and I feel my cock hardening 
again. 


My phone blares startling her and she instinctively wraps 
her arms tighter around me for protection. 


“Tve got you baby,” I smile at her response. 


Knowing that she will run to me to protect her is a heady 
feeling that I never want to get rid of. I want to be her 
protector and provider. I want her to always cling to me. To 
think of me when her eyes first open and right before they 
close. I need to be her everything because I already know 
with one hundred percent clarity that she is mine. 


“Do you have to go?” she asks, her voice laced with regret. 


I wish I could bail out of going to the office today, but I have 
an emergency operation scheduled for a little boy that’s 
already been rescheduled twice. 


“I want to stay right here with you...inside you, all day,” I 
nuzzle her breasts and she giggles. It’s such a beautiful 
sound...like everything about her. 


“What is it that you do?” she asks, nibbling on my ear lobe 
and I can feel electricity shooting down to my balls. 


“Pm a surgeon,” I mumble into her neck, taking a deep 
breath, inhaling her natural scent, basking in her radiant 
post orgasm glow. 


“You're a doctor?” she sounds surprised and a rare smile 
escapes me for reasons unknown as I lean her away from 
me slightly so that I can suck on her nipple. Wait... know 
the reason why I smiled. The sound of her voice, and the 
way she was impressed, makes me feel like even more of a 
man, if that’s possible. The way she asked me with 
reverence, as if I was a modern day hero. That’s why I 
entered the profession, to help people, but somewhere 
along the line the long hours and repetition it must have got 
lost on me. She just brought that all back, that reason that I 


wanted to do this in the first place...to help people. But isn’t 
it ironic that she’s going to ‘help’ me with a goal I never 
knew I had, never thought possible. 


Make her mine and become a family man, forever... but only 
because I met her. 


“Hmn,” I nod and she grins. “What is it?” I ask, amused at 
her apparent satisfaction with this news. 


“You’re my hot doctor. My very own fantasy come to life,” 
she blushes and I want to take her right here on the kitchen 
floor. 


“Oh baby, you have no idea. I am going to blow your mind 
and fulfill every fantasy you’ve ever had, and ones you 
haven't... yet.” 


“You’re already blowing my mind,” she whispers and I slide 
her down to the floor, enjoying the feel of her breasts on my 
chest as she dismounts me. 


My phone goes off again and I groan. She glances over then 
sighs, “You should go, my super hero doctor. lll see you 
later, though next time you see me I might not be wearing 
anything.” 


I look down at her, the robe open, revealing her nakedness 
and I know it’s an image that will have me rock hard for the 
entire day. 


Savannah 


I’ve spent all day trying to keep myself from jumping out of 
my body. I can’t wait to see Alexander again. I’ve never 
been more eager to finally blossom into a woman...his 
woman. I’ve clung to my virginity, guarded it with care over 
the years but I want him to take it. I need to have him inside 


me, thrusting that enormous shaft deep inside me, making 
me erupt over and over again like a wild woman possessed. 
I want to be everything he wants me to be and so much 
more. 


I’ve cleaned every inch of his apartment and now all I can 
do is eagerly wait, pacing back and forth until he 
reappears. 


Today is the day. I can feel it. Today is the day I finally 
become a woman. 


Nineteen years wasn’t too long to wait. A hundred years 
wouldn’t have been too long to wait for him, and only him, 
to show up in my life. He is definitely worth every hot and 
bothered moment I’ve had in wet anticipation of this man 
worth having. He is it for me. I can feel it in every vein, 
every pulsing muscle of my sex-craved body. I want to be 
his. Fully... completely. 


I hear footsteps coming up and keys jingling outside the 
door, causing my heart to pound in anticipation. 


When the door opens, and I see his face, I feel a wave of 
relief flood through me. It’s only been a few hours but I’ve 
missed him so much. I run over and spring into his strong 
muscular arms as he catches me. 


“T can see that you missed me,” he smirks and I nod like a 
child against his chest. He makes me feel so safe. 


“Good.” 


There’s a shopping bag in his hand that catches my 
attention and he smiles as he watches me trying to peek in. 


“Its yours.” He hands it to me after I find my footing and 
my eyes fill with tears as I pull out a Gucci box. Inside, 


there’s a white cowl neck dress that looks like it was made 
from angels’ wings. 


“Alexander, it’s perfect,” I gasp and he smiles. 


“So are you. Get changed. There’s somewhere I’d like to 
take you.” 


“You’re taking me out?” I blush, knowing how silly I must 
sound to him but this is such a big deal for me. No one has 
ever taken me out anywhere. My family was always too busy 
trying to make ends meet and I had very few friends let 
alone prospects. Gregory had locked me in a broom closet 
of a room and I was never allowed to say more than two 
words to house guests. 


Now this Adonis has bought me an entire outfit and wants 
to be seen in public with me? 


“Yes.” he says, walking over to me, wrapping his hand 
around my waist, resting his palm on the small of my back 
and pulling me so close to him I can feel his warm breath 
against my skin. 


“T want to take you out and show you off to the world, then I 
want to bring you home and completely rock yours.” 


“Please,” I whisper, feeling my pulse quicken before he 
bends his head to kiss me. 


CHAPTER SIX 


A lexander 


I should have tipped the clerk at the store more heavily 
than I did today. That dress she’s wearing wraps around her 
body like a custom-made glove, showing off her exquisite 
curves and I’m intoxicated by her beauty. 


“What do you think?” she asks, doing a little twirl for me in 
the hallway before joining me in the living room. 


“T think,” I smirk at her, “it’s missing something.” 


Her nose crinkles and a slight pout forms on her lips for a 
few seconds before I present her with a hidden bag. She 
shrieks as she rips open the box and her eyes dance like a 
childs in a butterfly field at the sight of the nude Jonatina 
Christian Louboutin sandals. 


“Oh Alexander.” She hurriedly slips them on but remains 
frozen on the sofa for what seems like an eternity. 


“Savannah?” 


She slowly turns her face up towards me and her cheeks 
are glistening with tears. 


“What’s wrong? Are they too tight?” I ask, a wrench in my 
gut at the idea of hurting her. 


“No, no they're perfect. I love them. It’s just...” her voice is 
choked with the tears she tries to keep at bay and even 
after a few more attempts the words remain lodged in her 
throat. She reaches across the couch and wraps her arms 
around my neck, and I pull her into a full embrace. 


“Thank you,” she finally manages to say and I hide my smile 
in her soft fruit-scented hair. 


“Now I think this outfit was made just for you.” I stand and 
lift her off the couch by her hands, appreciating the twinkle 
in her eyes. 


“T really can’t believe you did this for me,” she says quietly, 
blotting her eyes and I realize for the first time that she’s 
not wearing makeup. Her skin is naturally radiant and the 
doctor in me gives a nod of approval. 


“Let’s go,” I say, squeeze her fingers gently, “There’s an 
entire evening of things I’ve got planned...for us.” 


Savannah 


Ever since Alexander told me where we were going for 
dinner, my stomach has been in an unbreakable knot. I 
couldn’t bring myself to tell him just how well I knew the 
place or why I knew it so well. 


It’s one of the finest restaurants this side of the city but the 
operations manager has very harsh rules. I’d worked there 
for only one month before being fired and humiliated for 


stealing leftovers that I was supposed to carry out to the 
dumpster...and I did, I just didn’t throw them inside. 


It wasn’t as if they needed them and it definitely wasn’t a 
problem, except Eric had stated his interest in me and I had 
none to return to him. He had enjoyed the public shaming 
more than actually firing me, and I vowed to stay away from 
the place forever. 


Now here we are, parked outside the elegant walkway in 
Alexander’s sleek Range Rover, and I still feel completely 
out of place. I glance down at my outfit then up into the 
rearview mirror at my face. I suppose I look different 
enough. Maybe they won’t recognize me. If I’m lucky, Eric 
won’t even be here. 


Alexander opens my door and offers me his hand. Gosh, 
he’s such a gentleman. Nothing at all like that immature 
weasel Eric. 


“Is everything alright?” he asks, his concern for me 
unmasked and all I can manage is a nod. Speaking will 
betray my tension and I don’t want to ruin tonight. 


I follow closely behind him with my arm looped lazily into 
the crook of his elbow. He seems so calm and confident. It’s 
enough to slowly set my mind at ease. 


When we enter the crisp air of the restaurant, the central 
cooling system tiptoes up my dress and I can instantly feel 
goosebumps filling my back. It’s not the air conditioning 
that does it though. Across the room, speaking in hushed 
tones to a waiter is Eric and I am suddenly struck with 
feelings of inadequacy. 


“Welcome back Mr. Pompeo,” I am only partially paying 
attention to the conversation happening beside me as I try 
to make myself invisible. 


I feel a gentle tug on my arm and my feet start moving 
before I fully realize we’re being seated. I’ve never been 
able to afford anything here. I still can’t. 


“Everything alright over there?” Alexander asks, eyeing me 
intently and I nod but his eyes never leave mine. “Don’t lie 
to me,” he instructs and I can feel my cheeks warm so I 
smile sweetly and silently pray for a drama free night. “If 
there’s anything wrong, ever, I need to know, so I can fix it 
immediately.” 


“Tt’s just a bit chilly,” I manage to say and he nods before 
standing up to cover me with his jacket. 


“Better?” he asks...and it is, except that wasn’t the real 
problem. 


“TIl be right back,” he whispers and as I watch him walk 
away my eyes meet Eric’s and he immediately starts to 
cross the restaurant floor, heading straight for me. 


CHAPTER SEV EN 


A lexander 


As I make my way back from the restroom and head into 
the main dining area, a leggy brunette in a rather revealing 
dress walks right into me. When I glance down at her I can 
see her face transform from sincere apologies to unveiled 
lust. It’s a stare that I’ve grown accustomed to. Women 
have always reacted to me with this same misplaced 
reverence for years. None of them have ever mattered to 
me. None of them matter to me now. 


None but Savannah. 


As little Miss Underdressed Brunette reels off apologies and 
bats her eyelashes while arching her back to push her 
breasts out even further up towards me, I find myself 
growing rather impatient with her display. 


“Excuse me,” I scowl, lightly guiding her out of my way so 
that I can get back to my woman. I hear a faint protest 
escape her but I continue to ignore her...completely. 


I have been away from Savannah for long enough. It’s 
probably only been a minute, maybe less but even that’s too 
much time. I can’t wait to lay eyes on her beautiful face and 
that smile she always seems to have when looking at me. 


When I finally see her though, my back tenses and 
something dangerous and vengeful is unleashed inside me. 


There’s no smile on her face. 
No twinkle in her eyes. 


Instead, there’s some random moron standing ominously at 
our table and Savannah has fear written all over her face. 


I lengthen my strides and make it back to the table in 
seconds, in time to hear the prick say, “You may be dressed 
in some cheap knock-off dress, showing your unimpressive 
chest but you still don’t belong here. How did you even get 
in?” 


“Get the fuck away from my table,” I growl, my fists so 
tightly clenched I can hear my knuckles cracking. 


He turns around and when he sees the feral need to tear 
him apart limb-by-limb written across my face, his own 
expression turns appropriately contrite...but I’m out for 
blood. Nobody speaks to my woman like that. Not over my 
dead body. 


“Pm... Mr... I’m,” he stammers pathetically and the greeter 
walks over to our table no doubt to try and diffuse the 
situation. 


“Everything alright here, Mr. Pompeo?” she asks. 


“Is Antonio here tonight?” I ask and I can see from the 
corner of my eye, this bastard mentally wet himself. 


Good. 


“Certainly sir, right this way.” 


“Sir,” he starts to speak but I brush him aside and reach for 
Savannah who looks much more relieved now that I’m here. 


Savannah 


I have never met a sexier man in my entire life. Alexander 
has swept in and rescued me from two of my biggest bullies 
and he’s looked smoking hot doing it both times. 


As we briskly walk towards an elevator I had never seen in 
the month I worked here, I find myself completely relaxed 
and growing increasingly horny. There’s something about 
him storming in to save me that creates waterfalls in my 
panties and sets off butterflies in my stomach. 


When the elevator stops we step out into a fancy looking 
office. 


“Alexander!” An Italian-looking man with olive skin and a 
healthy head of hair greets him, immediately crossing the 
room with outstretched arms. Their salutations are brief. 


“Antonio, my brother, it’s good to see you again. This is 
Savannah,” 


He takes my hand in both of his and smiles before 
Alexander clears his throat and he releases me. 


“T want him out of here.” 
He’s direct and to the point. 
tt Who?” 


“I don’t know his name. I don’t care what his name is. He 
disrespected my woman and that’s unacceptable.” 


Antonio’s shoulders tense and he nods, walking over to his 
desk before picking up a phone. 


Everything happens so quickly. His conversation is short 
and within a minute Eric is in the room with another 
gentleman, his teeth chattering and his knees wobbling so 
much he looks like he might actually collapse. His paper 
white skin looks clammy even from here and all I can do is 
smile. 


“Do you know who this man is?” Antonio blares, his eyes 
bulging and his nostrils making room to inhale the entire 
desk. He doesn’t wait for a response. 


“This is Alexander Pompeo, our largest benefactor. He’s the 
reason you still have a job here with us. I wanted to let all of 
you go when the ownership of this place changed hands but 
he wanted the old staff to still have jobs so he made it a 
condition in the contract that you all stay you ungrateful 
wretch.” 


Eric barely glances up at Alexander but something tells me 
he knows exactly who he is. 


I can feel butterflies fluttering in my chest as I watch him 
endure the same fate he put me through. 


“Get your things and get the fuck out of my restaurant.” 


“Mr. Marcenio, please,” he begs and I’m startled when 
Alexander’s hand snakes around my waist pulling me next 
to him as we watch Antonio lay down the law before 
sending Eric on his way. 


“Please Alex, stay and enjoy a meal in our private VIP room. 
It’s one of the newest additions to the property. We’ll send a 
chef and waiter to attend to you for the evening. I promise 
you that we’ll take extra special care of you and your lady’ 


Alexander glances down at me and I think my face may 
break from the grin that fans across from cheek to cheek 
and he kisses my forehead before looking over at Antonio. 


‘He called me his lady,’ I swoon internally. 


“Sounds good to me.” 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


A lexander 


"Is it good?" 


I could sit and watch Savannah forever. The way her eyelids 
flutter as she savors each bite makes me long for the sweet 
taste of her mouth. 


“Hmmn," she smiles up at me and I wink at her as she 
swallows the last of her post-meal dessert. 


"Good. There's somewhere else on our schedule tonight. 
Finish your wine and let's go." 


"Okay." Her smile hasn’t faltered since we were taken to the 
private room in the restaurant. I can tell she’s happy and 
for me, making my woman happy is better than any 
promotion or award I could ever receive being a doctor, or 
in any walk of life. Her downtrodden mood has completely 
evaporated and I'm convinced it's that Gregory moron that 
had her all bent out of shape. It's an unsettling thought. I 
don't want to associate her bending in any direction with 


anyone else but me, and I’m thinking of an entirely different 
kind of bending. 


After I pay the bill she clings to my elbow and we strut 
through the room like we own the place. It's refreshing to 
see a bounce in her step. She's such a queen. My royal 
woman and nobody will ever treat her any less than that 
ever again. 


We walk the short distance from the restaurant across the 
street to Fineman’s Hotel. I don’t know what’s brighter... 
her smile as we walk up the front steps as the doorman 
swings the door open for us, or the five sparkling stars that 
accompany the hotel’s rating. Heck, if a ten star hotel 
existed it still wouldn’t compare to her. She’s priceless. 


"Let’s go inside," I swat her ass gently, and out of view, 
making sure to treat her like a lady in the eyes of others, 
but also wanting to give her a preview of what’s to come. 
She giggles playfully, reminding me just how young she is, 
and falls into step beside me. 


"Checking in under Pompeo," I inform the gawking 
receptionist before turning to nuzzle Savannah's hair. 
Realizing she's being ignored the receptionist grudgingly 
hands over the keys and I can't wait to enter the room so 
our night can really start. 


"After you," I say as I hold the door open for her and she 
enters our presidential penthouse suits, looking around at 
the luxurious spread before us. 


"Oh my gosh!" she exclaims running over to the large bay 
windows overlooking the city. 


"It's so amazing! And this view. It's breathtaking!" She 
practically squeals, glancing back at me before turning 
away with her hair fanning in the breeze. She's right. The 


view is incredible... and I don't think I can ever take my 
eyes off of her. 


"You're right baby. It is beautiful. You’re beautiful." 


She turns to look at me with eyes that telegraph how happy 
she is. 


"Come here," I beckon to her with my finger and she 
blushes as she obeys me. 


When she's standing across from me I reach out and brush 
her hair away from her face. 


"Everything." 
"What?" she asks, visibly confused. 


“From now on, you tell me everything. As long as you're 
mine I’m your everything. If there's anything you ever need 
I will give you-" 


"Everything," she whispers, tears shining in her eyes. “But 
why?" 


"There’s nothing in life that has been more certain to me 
than the way I feel about you." 


"Oh," her teeth sink into her bottom lip. 
"Yes. You. Are. Mine." 
"And are you mine?" 


" Ab-so-lut-ely," I say, pronouncing every syllable as I lower 
my face to hers, claiming her lips. She tastes like oysters 
and incredible promises that I can’t wait to explore. 


Savannah 


Mine? What did I ever do to get so lucky? 


Alexander is easily the best thing that has ever happened to 
me. His hands explore my body as he turns the pages of my 
heart with his tongue. I moan into his mouth, feeling myself 
dampen as his large hands cup my ass and lift me off the 
ground. I wrap my legs around him, gently riding his hips. I 
can feel the crazy thumping of him against my belly and I 
find myself hoping to feel a different kind of pounding in 
those parts. 


"Ah!" I gasp when his fingers slip inside my panties and he 
gently plays with my clit, spreading my juices along the full 
length of my hungry waiting lips. 


"Alex," I moan his name in desperation. Everything about 
him turns me on. I want him to explore every inch of my 
body with every inch of his. I squeeze my legs tightly 
around his hips as his stroking drives me closer to the edge. 


"You're so wet already, baby," he grunts and the vibration of 
his words run through me and intensify the tingling in my 
center. 


I can feel the head of his cock grazing against my leg and 
my heart skips a beat. 


Holy shit. He's so big. 


For a moment I start to worry about disappointing him. A 
man like him can have anyone he wants and I'm sure he 
has, even though I have no proof of it and technically have 
no reason to think so. Will I be enough? Can I actually 
satisfy this man who has already done so much for me? 


"What are you thinking about?" he asks when we finally 
come up for air. I can still feel his thumb applying pressure 
to my pulsing clit. 


"There's something I need to tell you," I pant, already 
second guessing what I'm about to share. 


"What is it?" he asks, nuzzling my chest. 

When I hesitate he looks up at me. 

"Everything, Savannah. Don't hide anything from me." 
"I'm..." The words cling to my throat 


"Tell me baby," he whispers and I close my eyes and breathe 
the words I dread. 
“Tm a virgin.” 


I wait on his body to tense, on his shoulders to sag in 
disappointment, on any sign of his displeasure but it never 
comes. 


CHAPTER NINE 


A lexander 


She’s a virgin. 


I had hoped...I had silently wished that I could mark her in 
a way that no man ever has and here she is...making my 
wish come true. 


“You’re perfect,” I say, and she slowly opens her eyes. She 
looks so confused and relieved. 


“Did you think I wouldn’t want you because you’re a 
virgin?” 


When she nods I can feel my jaw clench. She must have met 
some messed up guys in her time to think that being a 
virgin would turn me off. 


“Oh baby you have no idea how much I love that you’ve 
never been touched by another man,” my voice is 
dangerously low as I slowly make my way to the bed with 
her legs still wrapped around me. 


My finger slides down from her clit to the entrance of 
heaven and I smile as her muscles instinctively tighten 
when I tease her. 


“It means, Savannah...that you are completely mine. It 
means that this body will only ever be shared with me. Do 
you have any idea how hard that makes me?” 


By the time we make it to the bed my voice is hoarse with 
unveiled desire for my woman. She shakes her head and 
blushes so I lower her to the soft mattress to give her a 
better view of what she’s been doing to me all night. 


She reaches up her hand and gently strokes the bulge 
inside my pants and it jumps in hungry anticipation. The 
bed dips as I lower my weight on it and she inches back, 
going closer to the pillows with her eyes fixed on me, 
watching my every move. When she leans back, I smile, 
knowing that after tonight, she’ll be joined to me in ways 
that no one else has ever been. 


Her lips are cool and soft against mine when I kiss her, 
relishing in the sheer pleasure of her willingness to have 
me be her first and only. The dress falls off her shoulder 
with ease, revealing her creamy white flesh that feels as 
smooth as honey and as soft as butter against my tongue. 
Her nipples are hard and swollen when her bra falls and I 
swirl my tongue around both before capturing her right 
nipple with my teeth. She gasps, arching her back and I roll 
her left nipple between my fingers, pulling a deep moan 
from her. Her moans like music to my ears. 


I pull the interfering dress off her and the caveman inside 
my chest starts howling at the exposed beauty...the rise and 
fall of her chest giving away how nervous she is. 


“Don’t worry, baby. I won’t hurt you.” 


She nods and I kiss her belly before moving closer to the 
apex of her thighs. 


“These have to go,” I smirk at her and she giggles. It’s such 
a beautiful sound and when I remove her tiny cotton 
panties I’m greeted by the beautiful sight of untouched 
perfection. 


And it’s about to be all mine... forever. 


Savannah 


Alexander kisses the inside of my thighs and I feel my soul 
try to escape my body. His kisses inch closer to my pussy, 
leaving a heated trail as his warm tongue drags across my 
flesh. 


“Alexander,” I moan, as my body tenses under the pressure 
of him. I want him. Every inch of him. It’s an urgent desire. 
It’s a need and it must be met. 


“Please,” I beg and he looks up at me with eyes a darker 
shade of blue than they were earlier in the night. 


He spreads my legs wider and gently strokes my outer lips 
before kissing my clit. I already know how amazing he is 
with his tongue and I can feel goosebumps running up my 
arms as I grip the sheets and throw my head back. 


“Oh my god, that feels so good!” I scream and I’m almost 
sure I feel him smile, satisfied at what he’s able to do to me, 
before he brings a finger closer to my entrance and slowly 
Slips it inside me. 


I can feel my juices coating his digit as he gently pushes in 
and out of me. My body has taken control as I push my hips 
against his finger and he slowly increases the speed. 


“Yes, oh my god yes,” I call out, trying and failing to keep 
still as he pushes me over the edge. 


I can feel tears filling my eyes from the force of the 
sensation coursing through me. 


I want more. I need more. 


I hear him unzip his pants. When the bed shifts, he leans 
over me naked and kisses me. Without taking his eyes off 
me, I feel the head of his warm massive cock push against 
me and my heart speeds up...as he slowly enters me. 


“You’re so fucking tight,” he praises me, and all I can think 
about is how bad I want to please him. I can feel my walls 
tightening around him, milking him as he pulls out only to 
push right back in again. 


“Alex!” I scream and he grunts, deepening his strokes, 
picking up speed, sliding along the wet welcoming spot that 
until now belonged to no one but me. 


“Yes baby, say my name,” he growls, and I can hear the 
rhythmic sounds of where we’re joined getting louder as I 
feel myself getting impossibly wet. I thrust my hips up 
against his, meeting him thrust for thrust. 


“Just like that,” he groans into my ear before grazing his 
teeth along my jaw as I grab on to his hair before wrapping 
my legs around him and pulling him even deeper into me. 


I’m so tightly wound I feel like I’m going to break. His 
thrusts get wilder, primal. 


“Oh my god. Oh my god!” I can feel my back stiffen for a 
moment before I see stars and then scream out his name 
one last time, the sound ricocheting off the walls, as I come 
noisily all over his enormous cock. 


CHAPTER TEN 


A lexander 


Watching her chest turn a beautiful shade of red as she 
screams my name at the top her lungs pulls me closer to my 
release. I can feel her tight little pussy greedily clenching 
and unclenching, tugging at my steel hard rod plowing 
inside her. 


“Fuck Savannah,” I grunt as I feel my balls tighten and a 
train run right through me and crashes into her. 


"Do you know what you're doing to me?" I manage to exhale 
out the question as I try and catch my breath, lifting her 
hips and securing her legs around me as I rock back on my 
haunches. When she's completely straddling me I let her 


go. 


"I want to see you ride me baby," I kiss her neck and she 
raises herself up before sliding down again. Her breasts 
bounce along with her as she finds her rhythm. She's 
panting as her legs around me start to spasm and I relish in 
the feeling of her impending climax. 


With each thrust I can feel myself going deeper and deeper 
into her, connecting with the deepest most sacred parts of 
her. Parts that only J have ever touched. That only I will 
touch. 


When I grab onto her hips and speed up her rhythm I can 
feel her lose herself completely. 


"Yes! Alex, oh my god yes!" 
"That's it baby. Scream my name. Come for me." 


She digs her nails into me as another orgasm rolls through 
her, sending a rush of juices to coat my cock. I can literally 
feel her heart rate pick up as I squeeze my arms around 
her, pulling her closer to me, and reaching impossibly deep 
inside her...flooding her with every drop of me. 


She remains wrapped around me, her limbs entwined with 
mine and I hold her, gently stroking her hair until I feel her 
heartbeat slow and her body stops twitching. Her skin is 
damp against mine and her arms are wrapped around my 
neck as she strokes my head. I can feel emotion seeping out 
of her skin and into mine as she recovers from our mind- 
blowing romp. 


I could feel her trust in every stroke and I mentally devote 
myself to earning and keeping this woman’s trust everyday 
for the rest of our lives. There’s just no way in hell I’m 
letting her go. 


I lay her down and she winces as I pull out of her. In every 
way she's mine. From her soft blue eyes and her cool pale 
skin, to her strong beating heart. Every inch of her is 
beautiful and every inch of her is mine. 


The smile on her face as she stares up at me adds at least 
two whole feet to my height. 


“Are you Okay?” I ask her softly, kissing her shoulder as I lay 
down beside her, pulling her into my arms. She gently runs 
her fingertips over my arms before her tiny hands pick up 
my big mitt, and she kisses my wrist right where my heart 
beats... for her. 


It’s a soft and angelic motion that tugs on my heartstrings 
and tightens my balls. The twinkle in her eyes as she nods 
her response says it all. 


Savannah 


I had never felt anything like that in my entire life but now 
that I have, I don't think I can ever be without it. 


"Nobody else gets to touch you. I don't even want them 
breathing too heavily in your direction.” He nuzzles my 
neck as he cuddles me. I can still feel his warm dick resting 
on my back and I smile at the thought that just now, it was 
inside me. I’m no longer a virgin. I’m a woman... his woman. 


“Okay,” I giggle because what on earth are the odds that 
this is actually happening to me, of all people? The poor 
newly orphaned nineteen-year-old from Louisiana who, 
until Alexander, had nothing but piss poor luck. It’s hard to 
imagine how different my life was at the beginning of the 
week. I was a maid to a mad man, living in a broom closet, 
broke, hungry and alone. Now here I am in the finest hotel 
I’ve ever seen in my entire life, which is saying a lot because 
up until this point I’d only ever seen hotels from the 
sidewalk, and never in the nice part of town except on my 
way to and from work. But not today..not now, as I lie in bed 
with the most incredible man I have ever met after having 
the perfect first time a girl...scratch that, woman... has ever 
known. 


I can’t describe the feeling welling up in my chest. It feels 
too strong to just be gratitude but could it be love? Could it 
really be? 


As I turn and stare at his solid chest and the large tattoo 
there, my eyes travel across to his arms to the ink spread 
across both, wrapping around his sides...all telltale signs of 
him being something more than just a doctor. The ink tells a 
story I’m sure, and I can’t help but imagine him as some 
kind of tribal warrior. 


“What are you thinking about?” he asks, leaning down to 
plant a kiss on my forehead. 


“Your tattoos,” I confess, “Do they have a special meaning?” 


He rolls over to give me a better view and starts to tell me 
the story of every single picture and symbol permanently 
etched into his skin. I find myself laughing at his story about 
the very first one he got and how unprepared he was for 
the gnawing feeling on his skin. The story of the skulls on 
his chest brings me to tears and I have to hide my face in 
his chest to stop myself from making the sheets look like 
they got caught in a waterfall. 


To think that he was an orphan too, and that he survived... 
just like me. We may have rushed into things, but it’s nota 
rush if you’re truly two of a kind and destined for each 
other...is it? 


“Tt’s okay baby, don’t cry for me. Look at me now. I’m more 
than fine...I’ve got you.” 


“I just...I hate the thought of anyone trying to hurt you or 
hurting someone you care about. I wish there was 
something I could do and the fact that there isn’t breaks my 
heart,” I sniff, and he reaches down to cup my chin in the 
crook of his fingers, tilting my face up towards him to stare 


into my eyes. Usually I would run from such an intense gaze 
but as I lay here beside him, feeling the heat of his body 
mesh into mine I know TIl never run from him ever. I know 
that though I don’t understand how I’ve fallen in love with 
this man...I want to make him happy for the rest of my life. 


“T love you Alex,” I whisper and he smirks, as though he’s 
known it all along. 


“Marry me then,” he says, searching my eyes for the yes my 
heart is loudly screaming, before claiming my mouth when I 
finally nod. 


EPILOGUE 


ONE YEAR LATER 


A lexander 


As I jog up the steps to our two-story house resting by the 
lake, I can hear the familiar hum of the alphabet being 
recited coming through the screen door. 


“Now I know my ab c’s...next time won’t you sing with me. 
Yay! ny 


When I open the door, I’m greeted by the most incredible 
sight. Savannah is sitting inside the playpen on the floor 
with A.J., holding him carefully so he can bounce around on 
his tiny feet, dancing to the timeless children’s classic. 


She smiles when she sees me then turns to our three- 
month-old son and cheers, “Daddy’s home Alex, look!” 


He turns his head to see me and recognition shines in his 
tiny face as he smiles. Her soft yellow sundress fans out 
around her legs on the large white blanket on the floor. I 
remember the day A.J. was born, and how I couldn’t see 
myself loving anyone more than I loved them both in that 
moment. Every day they prove me wrong, as I somehow 


find even more love for them on top of the endless love I 
already have for them, and my heart stretches to hold them. 


“Did we miss daddy today? Yes we did.” She says to him as 
though I’m not even there, and it’s perfect. I like being a fly 
on the wall right now, seeing how the two most important 
people in the world interact... together. 


“Hey buddy, did you take care of your mommy today?” I ask, 
dropping my messenger bag on the couch before picking 
him up, kissing his forehead and spinning him around in the 
air. He looks so much like Savannah with his powder blue 
eyes and sun kissed blonde hair. 


When I do my Mickey Mouse impersonation, he starts 
laughing and my face erupts into a proud, surprised smile. 


“Surprise,” Savannah calls out, from the floor and I kiss his 
cheeks before sitting to join her. 


“He started laughing today,” she picks up his stuffed bunny 
and waves it at him and he goes crazy with the giggles. 


“Look at my little man,” I cheer and he throws his head 
back as he giggles. 


“He gets that from you,” Savannah whispers and I lean over 
to kiss her. A.J.’s eyes follow my every move and I can tell 
he’s going to be protective of her. 


As he should be. 


“She was mine before she was ever yours, buddy,” I inform 
him, blowing raspberries on his tummy. 


“What do you say we build the princess a castle?” I ask 
picking up the brightly colored foam blocks splayed out on 
the floor. He reaches for the block in agreement and I lay 
him down on his stomach to build my wife another home. 


Savannah lies down beside him, her hair wrapped up in a 
bun to keep AJ from pulling on it. 


“Would you like this one?” she asks him as he tries to reach 
out for it before putting it beside him. We place one on top 
of the other and he reaches up for the brightly colored 
blocks. 


Alexander Jr., slowly pushes himself up onto his hands and 
starts slowly crawling towards Savannah to reach another 
block and she shrieks in excitement. 


“He’s crawling!” She starts scooting away from him, 
holding out the block, calling him to her and he totters on 
his hands and knees over to her. 


“Honey, quick! Grab the camera,” she squeals but I’m one 
step ahead of her, reaching for my phone in my pocket to 
capture this precious milestone. 


“You did it! You did it my amazing baby boy,” she celebrates 
with him. He’s beaming as she picks him up and rolls over 
onto her back to lift him in the air. 


“Something tells me he’s going to be a genius,” I grin, 
crawling over towards them to lie down beside them. 


“Just like his dad,” she smiles, only reminding me for the 
billionth time that I made the right choice when I took this 
angel as my bride, not that it was ever a choice. She was 
meant to be mine, and that’s exactly what she is... always. 


She’s given me so much in the year that we’ve been 
married and I want to protect her with everything that is 
within me. After all, that’s what real men are supposed to 
do. They protect what’s theirs and she and Alexander 
Pompeo Junior, are both mine. 


Forever. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


TEN YEARS LATER 


avannah 


“You look amazing in that dress,” Alexander smirks from 
the bed and I can feel my cheeks getting hot under his 
adoration even after all these years. 


“I can’t wait to take you to the conference later. I’ll make 
every man jealous over my hot wife,” he grins. 


“And pick a fight with them if they say anything other than 
good evening to me?” I tease and he runs his hand through 
his hair. His muscles ripple beneath his skin and I can 
already feel my body responding to his. 


“Well I'll be the most senior ranking surgeon from the office 
there, and they are awarding me, so I don’t think anyone 
will be so naive as to make that mistake again,” he slowly 
raises himself off the bed and walks over to me. 


The number of tattoos on his chiseled body have increased 
with every child we’ve had. I’ve teased him that he’ll run 
out of space if he keeps this up but he insists that he’ll ink 
his heart if he has to. 


“T told you baby, I,” He kisses my forehead, “Don’t,” then my 
nose, “like,” my cheeks, “to share.” His lips are soft and 
moist against mine and I wrap my arms around his neck, 
deepening the kiss and pulling him into me. When he finally 
releases me, I’m breathless and I can feel his erection 
starting to build in his pants. 


“The things you do to me,” he whispers, love shining in his 
eyes and I can’t help but feel just a tiny bit insecure. 


“Even after five babies?” I ask, hiding my face but he pulls 
me to him and runs his finger from my chin, down to my 
chest, pausing to tease each nipple, all while gazing into my 
eyes. 


“I won't ever tire of you. You are the most beautiful woman 
I’ve ever met Savannah. Your body glows with each child we 
share and your heart gets bigger, not just towards our 
children but towards me. Do you have any idea how 
insanely hot that is? Do you know just how horny you make 
me every day?” 


I shouldn’t doubt it. He’s given me no reason to doubt him. 
This decade has been nothing short of a demonstration of 
consistent unwavering love and passionate lovemaking. 
That’s how we ended up with five children in the first place. 


“T could have you with every meal and still not get enough.” 


“You already have me with every meal Alex,” my voice drops 
as he trails kisses on my neck and runs his hand down my 
back, unzipping the chic coral blue dress that he bought for 
me to wear out tonight. It’s amazing that I still feel like a 
princess after all these years. 


“Oh I do? Well it seems three meals a day isn’t enough 
anymore. If I could have you every hour, I’d be-” 


“Overfed?” I giggle and he swats my butt making me yelp. 


“I’m a glutton for you, baby. I’d happily over feed all day, 
every day.” 


“T love you Alexander Pompeo,” I whisper into his ear 
before nibbling on the lobe and licking the outside, enjoying 
the shiver running down his spine. 


“You’re mine, Savannah. Always. Forever.” His eyes are 
ablaze with territorial love that is unmatched by anything 
I’ve ever experienced. 


“And you’re forever my hero, my lover, my husband, my best 
friend.” I punctuate each word with a kiss and the low 
growl in his throat resonates in my core. 


He picks me up and wraps my legs around him and I start 
to giggle at my mommy senses tingling in the back of my 
head. 


“What is it?” he asks. 


“Wait for it,” I whisper just before we hear tiny feet 
pattering against the hardwood floor and our eight-year-old 
twins start knocking on our door. 


“Dad!” 


“Sounds like this one is for you,” I smile and he sighs 
against my chest before laying me down on the bed and 
walking over to open the door. 


“Mom’s here!” Deveroux screeches, running past Alex to 
hop up on the bed beside me, blissfully unaware of what 
poor timing they have. 


“Daddy?” Dakota pouts and Alexander picks her up and 
rests her on his hip. 


“What’s the matter, princess?” he asks brushing her hair 
and I watch from the bed with her brother as she complains 


about something some kid said to her at school. 


“T told him to leave her alone,” Deveroux chimed in and I 
kiss his hair. 


“Did you now?” 


He nods proudly and Alexander winks over at him, the pride 
in his face beyond evident. 


“That’s my boy. Did your brother protect you?” 
Dakota nods and smiles over at her twin. 


“And then when Alex came to our class later I told him and 
he stared him down so bad he almost cried. 


I shake my head at how dramatic she is and smile at how 
protected she’s going to be. She’s our third baby, popping 
out a few minutes after her brother, and the only girl of the 
lot. Liam and Ethan are brothers four and five but knowing 
Alexander he’ll teach all his boys to be just as he is... 
protective, dominant and caring. Nobody messes with the 
women of this house. 


Nobody is allowed to hurt what’s his. 


And we're his... forever. 
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